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Abstract:
When translating literature in either direction 
between Japanese and English reordering of 
phrases and sentences is inevitable.  Japanese 
grammar allows for long sentences with up to 
thirteen or fourteen clauses to be strung together 
with a logic order reverse to English.  Constructing 
a target text that reads smoothly without altering 
the syntax requires careful consideration.  Secondly, 
word choices are critical in maintaining the tone of 
the story, in this case an odd blend of grotesque 
sexual imagery and sophisticated artful prose.  The 
third component was how to translate or omit 
cultural references, or how far to bring the reader 
to Japan or take the story to a context more familiar 
to an English reader.  Decisions concerning the 
three factors are highlighted with examples in the 
translation Mikumari by Misumi Kubo.  It is hoped 
these examples inform a clear strategy for literature 
translation between unrelated languages and 
cultures. 
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This paper will analyze the translation of 
Mikumari ,  the f irst story in the book 
FugainaiBokuhaSorawomita written by 
Misumi Kubo and published in 2010 by 
Shinchosha. Translation between any language 
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on each page.  Clifford Landers describes a 
typical day where he made 4289 decisions in 
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(source text) section will describe a variety of 
these determinations made for Mikumari. 
The main focus of the paper will be on 
establishing a theoretical frameworkfollowing 
the translation brief and the strategies taken 
to preserve culture -specific references 
discussed in the analysis section.
Kubo Misumi, 53, is a highly regarded 
author of over 12 books in Japan.  Her rise to 
fame began with Mikumari, which won the 
Women’s R-18 Literary Award, a new writer 
prize for erotic fiction penned ‘by women for 
women’ (Shinchosha 2011).  She then won the 
Yamamoto Shugoro Prize in 2011 for the 
completed novel Fugainaibokuhasorawomita, 
five stories, one from the perspective of each 
of the other characters in Mikumari.  The 
book went on to be the second biggest seller 
that year.  In 2012 it was adapted into the film 
The Cowards Who Looked to the Sky, which 
appeared at the Toronto Film Festival.  She 
won the Yamada Futaro prize, for her 2012 
work Stray Whale on a Sunny Day.
2. Translation Brief
This translation of Mikumari will be 
submitted to publishers with the end goal of 
obtaining a commission to translate the whole 
novel.  This title was selected due to its 
potential for publication.  Chinese, Korean, and 
Spanish translations, and a film adaptation 
exist.  Further, I selected a woman as they 
are much less translated than their male 
counterparts.  Additionally, the book was 
listed on the Japan Foundation’s list of works 
that should be translated into English.  This 
foundation offers funding to publish those 
works if no publisher is found and lists email 
of the contact person at Shinchoosha.  The 
translation brief will thus be from Shinchosha 
Publishing company Ltd:
Dear translator,
In undertaking the translation into English 
of Kubo Misumi’sFugainaibokuhasorawomita, 
we request a submission of exceptional quality 
by the 1st of December 2018. The translator 
will be compensated with an 8% commission 
of sales and the copyright to the English 
translation.  In order to be accepted as a 
translation of exceptional quality the following 
criteria must be met. 
・Accurately capture the underlying metaphors 
in the prose
・Adequately reflect in the TT (target text) 
the author’s descriptive style and tone, in 
particular, the descriptions of sex with a 
woman’s voice targeting women.
・Appeal to the target audience of women 
and men in the 18 to 50-age range. 
・Produce a clear engaging prose that 
captures the tone and the meaning of the 
source text that is approved by the author 
Kubo Misumi.
・Refrain from overly exacting in the target 
text the grammar and syntax of the source 
text.
・Refrain from the use of footnotes or other 
forms of notation that interfere with mimesis. 
・Preserve the Japanese culture and philosophy 
in the novel so it can be shared with the 
English reader.
In summation, the goal for this translation is 
one that reads smoothly while preserving the 
culture-specific references of the ST.  There 
are two theoretical frameworks that could be 
applied to this translation project.  Venuti’s 
(1998) strategy of foreignization or Hatim and 
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Mason’s (1997) model of audience design 
applying a partially mediated translation. 
While one method of foreignization is to 
produce an unsmooth TT (Venuti 1995), 
Venuti also praises Megan Backu’s translation 
of Banana Yoshimoto’s Kitchen (Venuti 1998), 
as one that is ‘readable’ and ‘fluent’.  This is 
also restated by Hasegawa (2012:224).  Venuti 
describes the success of her translation to ‘Her 
appeal to a wider, middlebrow readership, 
youthful and educated, although not necessarily 
academic’ (Venuti 1998:87).  This project also 
targets that audience and adopts the strategy 
Venuti notes of Backu’s technique ‘italicized 
Japanese words scattered throughout the text ‘ 
(Ibid:85).
Despite the ostensible similarities and 
connections between this project and Venuti’s 
descriptions of the translation of Kitchen, 
Venuti’s theory is also highly problematic.  It 
is guilty of what Tymoczko terms being 
‘dependent on … somewhat arbitrary personal 
judgements’ (200:37).  The fact that some 
smooth translations are termed foreignizing 
while others are domesticating is proof of a 
flawed model that doesn’t take into consideration 
all the intricacies of each unique translation 
project like Hatim and Mason’s.  Indeed, 
Saldhana statesthat the model is flawed and 
promotes Hatim and Mason’s framework, which 
allows for each translation to fall along a 
continuum of lessor or greater mediation 
(Saldahna 2005:202).
Many successful translators endeavor to 
create fluent smooth texts.  In my first paper 
analyzing Jay Rubin’s translation of Haruki 
Murakami, Rubin very much followed a 
‘Skopos of recreating the text from scratch to 
achieve natural English’ (Guay 2017).  His 
omissions were so frequent and without 
logical explanation.  Simply, when he rewrote 
the story from cratch, those details didn’t feel 
necessary or didn’t sound natural. Saldanha 
(2005) found that Jull Costa endeavors to 
create naturally texts that didn’t interfere with 
the readers enjoyment in her translations. 
Clifford Landers (2001:56) espouses the idea of 
making the target audience feel the way the 
source audience felt.  While he expresses a 
healthy appreciation of translation theories 
such as Venuti’s visibility paradigm, he 
concludes that when translators practice 
resistance, ’all too often what seems to be 
‘resisted’ is the beauty of the author’s mode of 
expressions’ (ibid:2001:56).  Considering all these 
points, the theoretical framework Hatim and 
Mason (1997) and Mason (2000) of partially 
mediated audience design will be employed.
Hasegawa’s corroboration of Venuti’s views 
of foreignization still allowing for readable and 
fluent translations may come down to the 
language pair.  In the following section the 
strategies for translating successfully into 
Engl ish show there is  l i t t le  room for 
incorporating Japanese grammar and syntax 
into English.  
3. Source Text 
The ST is a beautifully engaging and artistic 
prose that includes graphic sexual descriptions. 
The author takes advantage of the fact she is a 
woman to write about sex in a way that if a 
man had, may have been seen as depraved.  As 
this story was written for the R-18 prize, the 
initialtarget audience before the success of the 
book was other women open to reading erotic 
material.  While the sexual descriptions are 
quite detailed, she refrains from using any 
offensive words, in particular, she only uses the 
word center to describe female genitalia. 
Capturing this tone and register of , in 
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particular, the sex scenes entailed ignoring any 
common phraseology typically used in erotic 
material.  This was sometimes problematic and 
multiple edits were required to obtain smooth 
natural TT.Another issue with the work chinko
ちんこ, which could most often be translated 
as ‘dick’, but is a word that little kids use as 
well.  Considering her style of omitting offensive 
words for genitalia, the translator was left with 
member, as any childish words like ‘willie’ or 
‘peepee’ made the TT sound ridiculous and 
penis was reserved for scientific uses in the ST.
The underlying message of the story is that 
affairs, fertility problems, childbirth, break-ups, 
underage sex, and odd fetishes are just 
everyday things that are more common than 
we realize.  She weaves the story with plenty 
of metaphors of ferti l ity ,  seed,and the 
connection between sex and childbirth. The 
protagonist’shike to a famous shrine for all 
c h i l d r en ,  i n c l ud i ng  t he  dead ,  c a l l e d 
Mikumarigives perspective to these themes in 
the conclusion.  
Japanese is a highly agglutinative language 
allowing many endings to be stackedon the back 
of a word (Shudo, Narahara, and Yoshida 1980). 
Direct translation of one example, nagaraながら
– ‘while,’ would require repetitively pointing out 
simultaneous actions that would normally be 
assumed.  Other examples of problematic noun 
clauses included internally headed relative 
clauses, gapless relative clauses, and multi-
layered relative clauses (Hasegawa 2012:149).
Another feature of Kubo’s style, much like 
Haruki Murakami, is the use of complex 
descriptive sentences with many clauses. 
Japanese doesn’t require every clause to have 
a subject, allowing the author to link many 
phrases per sentence.  It must be dealt with 
in English by mapping out all the predicates 
and their arguments (Hasegawa 2012:158).  An 
exampleis the opening sentence, which is 11 
clauses long using 14 commas.  It was split 
into 3 sentences in the TT and required many 
edits to read naturally.
Finally, two other problemsare verbiage and 
paragraph length.  Japanese is much more 
tolerant of word repetition.  Wakabayashi 
(1990:60) explains that repetition is often 
received as poor form or incompetence in 
English but normally expresses ‘reassuring 
continuity’ in Japanese.  An example in the ST 
is with the past tense of the word to say, itta
言った.  In the first 3000 words it appears 24 
times, which were translated into 6 different 
words in the TT.  
With regard to paragraphs, in contrast to 
English, Japanese has many more paragraph 
breaks (Inoue 2004:95).  It is thus necessary to 
reduce the number of paragraphs when 
translating into English (Hojo 2004:48).  In the 
ST there are 37 paragraphs, but only in the 32 
in TT.
This isfar from an exhaustive list of the 
decision made.  There were examples of 
marked col locat ions ,  col locat ions with 
noEnglish equivalent, for example, large with 
sunset, and metaphors with no English 
equivalent. An essay could be written about 
any of these issues, however, the focus in this 
paper has been reserved for considering the 
theoretical framework above,and the style 
decisions regarding cultural references.
4. Analysis of culture-specific references.
In maintaining a smooth read without 
disturbing the reading, consideration was taken 
to add explanations without interfering with 
mimesis.  These strategies include using italics 
with very brief explanations, omissions when 
not necessary, and light use of explicitation 
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when the target reader would not be able to 
infer necessary information available to the ST 
reader.
Examples of explanations with italics and brief 
explanation include:daikon no nimono大根の煮物 
– ‘stewed daikonradish’, fusuma襖 – ‘fusuma 
paper door’, and washitsu和室– ‘Japanese style 
room’.   A Japanese style room has a tatami floor 
and a sliding paper door.  Thus, describing it as a 
tatami room with a sliding paper doorpaints the 
situation most succinctly.  
Examples of explanations deemed omittable 
include: cosplay コスプレ, animeアニメ, and 
genkan玄 関 – ‘front door’.  The design of 
Japanese genkan entrance ways would have 
required more explanation with little benefit 
and is always translated as ‘front door’.  Along 
with tatami, anime and cosplay were felt to be 
relatively well-known terms considering the 
popularity of these activities around the world 
rivaling sushi (Reid 2017). Additionally, considering 
our theoretical framework of interfering as little 
as possible with the reader while maintain a 
Japanese cultural backdrop, it was determined 
these words didn’t require italics.  Garigarikun ガ
リガリ君 was also found to read smoothly left 
simply as ‘a Garigari boy brand popsicle’. 
Examples of explicitation include: ichimanennsatsu 
一万円札 – ‘10,000 yen notes’, ‘about as much 
as I would make in two days working ’, and 
‘standing on the rear wheel hub’ to explain 
what everyone in Japan does when they ride 
on the back of a bicycle, something unfamiliar 
to Americans.
5. Conclusion
Maintaining a theoretical framework of 
partially mediated audience design, which 
included reading fluently while preserving ST 
culture references, required changes to match 
TT grammar and syntax, preservation of 
marked collocations, alteration of dialogue to 
sound natural, and occasional use of italics 
with brief explanations or explicitation. 
Framework selection was based on reviewing 
the work of other known translators, including 
work done over this course analyzing Jay 
Rubin, Haruki Murakami, Megan Backu, and 
Takashi Nozaki in addition to Landers, Mona 
Baker, and Hasegawa’s practical guides and 
coursebooks on translation.  In practice, the 
translator learned the value of first reading 
the story twice before translating, liaising 
with many nat ive Japanese to ensure 
accuracy, as well as seeking editing and 
proofreading assistance from native English 
speakers.  
6. Translation of the Mikumari
Mikumari
For me and a lot of the other slightly thick 
kids I go to high school with around here, a 
typical healthy sex life goes something like this. 
Slip off after school together to whoever’s 
house is empty, a motel along the prefectural 
road, or some remote spot outdoors far from 
prying eyes, and do it two or three times 
giving free rein to desire.  Thenwithout resting, 
split up and head homefor dinner with your 
family, staring at the news on TV doing your 
best to wear an innocent look.  But if that’s the 
case, then it seems at some point I strayed 
way off the beaten path.  
Once the end of term ceremony finished, I 
left my report card unopened in my bag and 
walked passed my house, over the bridge to a 
condo built along the river embankment.  I 
took the elevator up to the top floor and had a 
look around before heading down the hall 
towards the room at the far end. The front 
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door was unlocked. Doing my best to open it 
as little as possible, I slipped in and pushed 
open the door to the small room just to my 
right.  
It usually takes my eyes a while to adjust to 
the darkness caused by the blackout curtains, 
but it doesn’t matter because I have excellent 
hearing.  My ears are so good I am always the 
first to hear when one of my friend’s cell 
phones starts buzzing in their bag.  Lying 
sideways on the full-size bed was Anzu in her 
anime cosplay costume, the name of which I 
could never remember.  Anzu is the alias she 
gave me.  I don’t know her real name.  The 
base of her costume was a school uniform 
with an astonishingly short skirt.  From under 
her skirt emerged two plump meaty thighs. 
A blonde wig with cat ears completed the 
woefully unflattering outfit.  
When I moved further into the room Anzu 
opened her eyes a tad and pointed silently at 
the costume waiting on a hanger.  I took off 
my school uniform, letting it drop to the floor, 
and slipped into thatanime character’s cosplay 
I could never remember.  The fabric was silky 
smooth to the touch and resembled a white 
robe.  I put on the blue longhair wig and tiny 
glasses that went with the costume.  My ears 
detected the buzzing of what sounded like an 
electric toothbrush as I moved to the side of 
the bed.  Lifting up her skirt a pink cord 
dangled out from the center of tiny panties. I 
slid her panties off one leg and with them still 
encircling her right ankle pushed her legs up.  
Anzu made a funny sound swallowing a 
large amount of saliva.  Gently pulling on the 
cable caused a wash of fluid to gush out 
leaving a large stain on the sheets.  Switching 
intomy animecharacter’s role, I recited the 
rather awkward line, “You were a good girl 
waiting for me weren’t ya baby.”  This was 
also part of the deal we have.  Anzu jarred 
her body, back just floating above the sheets.  
Every time before we have sex Anzu 
writes a script and I follow it to the letter, 
acting out the movements, stating my lines, 
and then entering her.  
I stuck her pointer and index fingers in my 
mouth and making an unnecessarily loud 
sound wrung my tongue around them 
persistently.  This was also exactly according 
to the script. Groans of ‘ugh’ began dripping 
from Anzu’s mouth that sounded more like 
she had been kicked in the stomach than 
anything erotic.  Continuing to lick her fingers 
I dragged the vibrator out from her center 
and moved it over her clitoris.  I slid her 
fingers from my mouth to hers.  “I’m going to 
come,” Anzu suddenly gasped in a slightly 
grating high-pitched voice.   “Not yet!” I 
insisted in the angry tone called for in the 
script.
I spread Anzu’s legs open into an M shape 
and pressed my face close until it was almost 
touching. I inserted my middle finger into her 
slick glistening center, which was practically 
brimming with clear liquid.  I smeared her 
clitoris with the liquid I scooped out and 
pressed the vibrator back down so that it 
would continue swirling around her clitoris.
“Aaahhhh Mr. Muramasa, I’m coming, I’m 
coming,” Anzu said while distorting her body 
into a writhing arch.  The fat on her abdomen 
began to jiggle in sections until finally coming 
to a rest after a minute had past.  Mr. 
Muramasa was probably the character whose 
cosplay I was wearing.  I haven’t the slightest 
idea how on earth she became so obsessed 
with that anime.  “You bad girl you,” I said 
stroking her hair.
With a sharp intake of breath Anzu leapt 
up and undid the zipper on my pants . 
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Although it had remained soft since entering 
the room, she put my now hardened member 
into her mouth.  After spreading saliva 
judiciously all over it she abruptly changed 
positions, climbed up over and mounted me. 
The room was so warm my glasses had now 
fogged over.    I was lying on my back face up 
on the bed not moving and Anzu was doing 
all the work.  I stretched out my arms putting 
my hands down the front of her school 
uniform and played with her nipples .
Anzu began moaning, slowly raising her 
voice with each groan.  Each time she moved, 
her warm clear fluids worked themselves 
further into my pubic hair.  Opening my eyes 
I noticed Anzu’s belly had creased into two 
roles of fat and that her wig was slightly out 
of place.  I started to get a little turned off so 
I closed my eyes and focused on the sensation 
of her warm wet center.  
“I’m gonna come,” I said without thinking. 
Anzu leaned down over me and whispered 
very softly in my ear “Come in me as hard as 
you can baby” .  That wasn’t somefemale 
anime character’s voice, but Anzu’s true voice. 
Just hearing that was more than I could bare 
and I ejaculated intensely inside her.
Anzu hit on me right after I started high 
school, at a comic convention my friends 
dragged me to practical ly kicking and 
screaming.  She approached me because she 
said I looked just like some anime character 
she loved.  We took pictures together and my 
friends forced me to ask her for her email 
address.  The most surprising thing was that 
Anzu was from the same city as me and lived 
in a condo just across the river from my 
house.  When we met I thought she was 
around the same age as me, so I was shocked 
to find that she was 12 years older and 
married to boot.  If you really think about it, 
there’s only one word for what I am doing and 
that is adultery.  
Since I don’t watch any anime, or TV either 
for that mater, I don’t have a clue what Anzu 
is talking about most of the time.  When I am 
here in this room, being myself is not 
permitted.  She’ll have me change in and out 
of a series of cosplay uniforms until she finds 
the right one.  Sometimes I’ll put on white 
face paint or color contacts.  Once I’m 
perfectly outfitted to her satisfaction, Anzu 
always gets a bit watery-eyed looking at me 
and starts taking lots of photos with her 
digital camera.
The first time I came here, I was surprised 
how quickly she gave in when I made a pass 
at her.  I almost couldn’t tell if it was me 
pushing her onto the floor or her drawing me 
in, but after a few moments of resisting, she 
let me have sex with her.  This was all under 
the condition that I wear one of those cosplay 
outfits she loves so much.  From that day on, 
once or twice a week I would come by this 
room on my way home from school and, 
without so much as a greeting, me and Anzu 
would go at it for hours.
I had never been with anyone before Anzu, 
so she taught me so much about sex.  I had no 
idea there were so many toys or positions.  It 
wasn’t every time, but often after the sex was 
over Anzu would apologize and give me 
money. “I’m sorry,” she would say handing me 
a folded 10,000 yen note, about as much as I 
would make in two days working.   I didn’t 
understand the meaning behind those bits of 
folded cash but I didn’t get a sense of guilt or 
anything.  I just thought the cash was like 
spending money your auntie gives you when 
you come to vis it ,  but i t  suddenly al l 
penetrated my thick skull one day when I sat 
down and really thought about it.  What she 
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was doing was buying me with that money.  
I took a drag off my cigarette.  From where 
I lie on the bed I could hear the voices of 
elementary school kids running down the 
hallway.  It struck me.  What the hell am I 
doing here?  Anzu was sleeping next to me. 
Using my other hand I reached down and 
started fingering her.  Dry at first, she quickly 
became viscous. She started responding in soft 
calls and reached over to grasp my member. 
From that life-changing moment when I first 
had sex with Anzu till now, I’ve never worn a 
condom.  “I can’t get pregnant,” she explained 
but with a look that made it clear not to ask 
more.  But today, without thinking, I decided 
to ask, “Aren’t you going to have any kids?”
It was like suddenly all the heat was drawn 
from her body.  She moved quickly away from 
me and jumped straight out of bed.  “That’s 
got nothing to do with you,” she snapped in 
her true voice and stormed out of the room. 
It eventually became clear that no matter 
how long I waited, Anzu wasn’t coming back 
so I pried off the tissue stuck to the end of my 
member with my fingers and tossed it into 
the trash can.  I took off the white rob and 
changed back into my school uniform.  
“You can’t just go around saying every 
crazy thing that popsinto your head you 
know,” I heard my mom shouting for the 
hundredth time.  But there was a reason for it 
today. I had something I wanted to say to 
Anzu.  Well, it was too late now.  I put my 
shoes on by the front door, a blank look on my 
face. Next time will be fine, I told myself.
I walked out of Anzu’s building and crossed 
the bridge.  The sunset painted a stunning 
orange behind the mountains.  I forced my self 
to relax and tried to let go of the tension in 
my muscles.  Wandering in the direction of 
my house I glanced down under the bridge. 
An old man in a yellow t-shirt and green 
sweat pants crawled out of a tarped-up 
plywood shack and urinated into the river.
Approaching my house, the loud gasping of 
a woman came into ear-shot.  My mother is a 
midwife and she helps pregnant women give 
birth in our house.  In other words, my house 
is a maternity clinic though it’s not like there 
is any soundproofing or anything.  My house 
is just a typical residential house with thin 
walls so there isn’t anywhere you can go to 
escape the screams of women in labor, 
including standing outside the front door.  It’s 
funny how you hear the same sound when 
you put your member in as when the 
resulting baby comes out.  If you hadn’t of told 
me, I would have assumed the sound was 
from a porno.   Anyway, listening to that 
sound is how I grew up in this house.
I walked into the kitchen and started 
snacking on the stewed daikon radish on the 
table.  My mother came rushing in and asked 
me, “Hey hun, do you have a minute.” Before 
I could say anything, I found myself being 
marched to the tatami room in the back of the 
house.  I would have to press on the lower 
back of woman having the baby in place of 
the husband who was apparently held up at 
work.  Just into the room my mother was 
already directing, “On the sacrum yeah, the 
sacrum.” 
“I know, I know mom!  Jesus, you must 
have told me a thousand times,” I retorted.  I 
spread my palms out against the flat section 
at the top of the coccyx and gently pressed.  
“Sorry, all the other midwives are on 
summer vacation, so you’re stuck with my 
idiot son,” mom said.  Unclenching her face 
from the last bout of labor pains the young 
woman laughed, “No that’s okay doctor.  Your 
son is great,” and looked at me.  Her smile 
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was very cute and gazing at her caused my 
heart to skip a beat. “See mom.  I told ya so,” I 
shouted.  I thought she might make a face, but 
instead she nodded approvingly and laughed. 
I get called in whenever one of the other 
midwives is off or a woman comes in to 
deliver all alone, of course, always after 
getting approval from a midwife.  I can tell I’
ve got my mother’s blood in me because I get 
so upset whenever I see one of the women 
suffering.  My blood will start boiling and I’ll 
think, “Oh my god, I have to do something for 
her” .  It really gets to me.  Thanks to my 
special massage on her sacrum my patient 
with the cute smile has her baby in no time. 
Adding one more human to the world’s 
population.
Me and Fukuda both got jobs as lifeguards 
down at the public pool for summer vacation. 
In the morning I waited for Fukuda to pick 
me up because my bicycle was broken.  I sat 
in front of my house eating a Garigari boy 
brand popsicle.  When he turned up I hoped 
on the back standing on the rear wheel hub. 
Fukuda pedaled standing up and without 
looking back shouted at me “Hey I heard 
Matsunaga got a job at the pool too!  Great 
news huh?”
Fukuda is my best friend at school, but of 
course I hadn’t mentioned anything about 
Anzu even to him.  Matsunaga was in the 
same grade at school and I’d had my eye on 
her ever since freshman year, but the whole 
Anzu experience, and the sex had totally 
taken over my life.  I had just kind of put my 
thoughts and feelings for Matsunaga on a 
back burner floating in stasis.  So, I was really 
taken a back when she came up to me after 
the end of term exams and asked me out.  I 
was even more surprised by my reaction. 
“Give me some time,” I said immediately.  I 
guess there was still some part of me that 
was too honest to venture down the road of 
dating two girls at once.  
I was waiting for Fukuda to get back from 
parking his bicycle when someone grabbed 
onto me from behind.  Turning around I saw 
Matsunaga’s short frame smiling up at me. 
She let go and we dashed off towards the pool 
entrance like school children.  I noticed she 
looks like a squirrel clutching an acorn the 
way her front teeth stick out when she smiles.
When I got home and went up to my room 
three packs of condoms were lying on my 
desk.  I bundled down the stairs making a 
sound like a rapid-fire cannon and shouted into 
the Japanese room, “What the hell are these?” 
“Use them,” she said without looking up from 
the table.  
“I’ve never heard of anyone’s parents giving 
them condoms!” I yelled.  “If you don’t need 
them, then give ‘em back,” she stated holding 
out her hand.  My mom got that grin on her 
face she gets whenever she uncovers one of 
my secrets.  I struggled to think of what to 
say next.  Her voice raised as she continued, 
“It’s not just to prevent pregnancy you know. 
If you don’t wear one your penis might start 
to look like a cauliflower.”  Since before I can 
remember it always creeps me out when I my 
mom says the word ‘penis’.  She was clearly 
very worked up so there wasn’t any point in 
arguing any longer.  I just kept my mouth 
shut and slid the fusuma paper door shut, 
condoms in hand. “I don’t want to be a granny 
yet,” she barked from the other side of the 
fusuma. 
In the evening I got a message from 
Matsunaga, so I had dinner early and set out 
for the river.  A lightbulb went off in my head. 
I ran back to the house, quickly grabbed two 
of the condoms from my room, and stuffed 
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them in my back pocket.  Back outside the 
sun had now almost completely gone down.  I 
set out at a jog towards the rendezvous point. 
I passed an elderly couple on a lazy stroll with 
their dog and a bunch of elementary school 
kids in a rush to get home before dark.  
Matsunaga was standing along the cycling 
path next to the vending machines, their light 
illuminating her lone silhouette. Just taking in 
the slightness of her figure was enough to 
make me feel like crying. I grabbed her bike 
and pushed it for her as we walked along the 
embankment chatting. I don’t know if it was 
just because it was the beginning of summer 
vacation, or what but this situation of us 
walking along the river bank just felt right. 
Like we had to go this way to move forward, 
even though I was already wracking my brain 
wondering what the heck forward would be.
“Saito, you have someone you are seeing 
don’t you?” Matsunaga asked. I made an 
instant gut decision not to say anything 
deceptive and only nodded silently. After a 
pause I added, “Once I’ve properly ended 
everything with that person I would like to go 
out with you.” Matsunaga also nodded without 
saying anything.
I stopped by Anzu’s place the next day 
after my shift at the pool. The room was just 
as it had been last time, all set up for the 
same scenario. Anzu was in the same cosplay 
outfit lying on the bed with her eyes closed, 
vibrator inserted. I moved passed the waiting 
ou t f i t  she  had  hung  ou t  f o r  me  and 
approached the bed.  Still standing, I gazed 
over her face so thick with white makeup it 
was impossible to tell what her natural skin 
color was.  Along with the eyelash extensions 
set from corner to corner of her eyes she 
almost looked like a high school girl.  That’s if 
I squinted at her from far away with my 
nearsighted eyes., but when I crouched down 
at the side of the bed I could make out a thin 
wrinkle next to the corner of her eye.  I took 
a deep breath and leaned down to whisper in 
her ear, “I’m never coming back here.” 
The coldness of my own voice surprised 
me.  Anzu slowly opened her eyes and broke 
the ensuing silence in the faintest of hushed 
voices, “No.”  “If you say never even once 
more it’s over,” she continued, getting out of 
bed and embracing me. The now familiar buzz 
of the vibrator came into earshot.  “You have 
a husband, right?” I began, Anzu cut me off 
forcefully covering my mouth with her palm. 
With her other hand she guided my hand to 
her crotch.  As always, her panties were 
almost thoroughly soaked.  My hand began to 
pick up the pulsing of the vibrator. Anzu’s 
other hand reached down to my crotch but I 
shook it off saying with as emotionally 
repressed a voice as I could muster, “What 
you are doing is sexual abuse you know.” 
Saying that made me feel dirty somehow.  I 
mean, I was just as much a willing accomplice 
in the crime. 
Anzu suddenly grabbed my arm and bit 
down as hard as she could. It took my all to 
avoid screaming from the pain. Blood welled 
up from the teeth marks on my right arm. “I’
m never going to see you again,” I said and 
headed for the door when she chucked a 
pillow at me and screamed at the top of her 
lungs, “I curse you to hell !” The pillow 
bounced inconsequently off my back and onto 
the floor. With the words, “You’ll be back for 
sure” hurtling at me from behind I shut the 
door to the apartment.   
I assumed we were now officially broken 
up, but since it was my first time I wasn’t 
really sure. Knowing her, she’d probably spam 
me a bunch of hate mail or cold call my house. 
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I half expected her to ambush me in public, or 
put up photos she had taken of me in that 
cosplay outfit. However, after that incident 
her daily emails ceased. Matsunaga looked so 
cute at the pool every day.
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